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	The Life of A Hiccup

My name is Hiccup Horrendous Haddock, the third. This is my first journal, so I guess I should write about myself? Anyway, I am a Viking of Berk; a small isolated island twelve days north of Hopeless, just south of Freezing to Death, and, if you looked on a map, right there on the Meridian of Misery. Sounds wonderful I know, but it's home. We have hunting, fishing, and have I mentioned the sunsets? Best ones this side of Luk Tuk. It's a charming little village, with one minor problem: dragons. My father, Stoick the Vast, is chief of this band of hairy hooligans, so naturally that makes me next in line for the chiefdom. As if my bulging muscle and battlefield prowess didn't let you in on that yet. Or it would, if I ever got to be on the battlefield. The truth is, I'm the apprentice of the local blacksmith, Gobber the Belch. One of the only people in the tribe who will even talk to me, much less be my friend. In fact, he was the one who gave me this journal. Said that it might " 'elp ye clear ye mind of all those silly thoughts ye been havin'" . Which is a fair point I guess, my last design did have some major shortcomings. In my defense though, it could be worse, Olafson was thinking about cutting a new window.

Anyway, I've been working in the blacksmith for a few years now. My father set it up, another one of his "deals". This one turned out better than most, I get to learn about the trade and I get to spend more time with Gobber. Sometimes it feels like he's more of a father to me than my own father. Sure he gets upset with me when I screw up like everyone else, but at least he doesn't look at me with this look of disappointment. Like a the tailor have him the wrong jerkin; "Excuse me tailor, I think you brought me the wrong boy, I asked one that would be tall and strong. This here, this here is a dancing twig." But I know that one day, I'll show them. I'll kill a dragon and that will prove that I'm not a complete Hiccup.

But I hear Gobber calling for me, I guess we have more work to do before we can go for náttmál. I'll probably go to the Great Hall to avoid more of Dad's disapproving looks and awkward silences. So I guess this is where I'll leave it. Gobber was right, this journal really does help, not that I'll tell him that.

* * *

><p>I wrote this as a challenge and an attempt to do something different. This was going to be part of a series of entries to kind of flesh out Hiccup's past through his journal. I'm not doing that, instead I'm working on something else that will be a little easier. I might still adopt the idea of journal entries being read, so keep an eye out for them.<p>

I hope I was able to capture a little of Hiccup in his journal entry. This was his first one, a fitting place for it to begin I think, right? I'm not sure that I captured what I imagined in my mind, but it's been sitting edited and complete for about a week now. If enough people like it, I'll continue it, I'm a sucker for public appreciation. Keep an eye out for a proper story next time!


End file.
